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II,   TO DANTE ALIGHIERI

CANZONE
On the Death of Beatrice Portinari

ALBEIT my prayers have not so long delay'd,
But craved for thee, ere this, that Pity^and Love
WKich only bring our heavy life some rest ;
Yet is not now the time so much o'erstay'd

But that these words of mine which tow'rds thee move
Must find thee still with spirit dispossess'd,
And say to thee :  ' In Heaven she now is bless'd,
Even as the blessed name men called her by ; '

While thou dost ever cry,
* Alas ! the blessing of mine eyes is flown !''                10

Behold, these words set down
Are needed still, for still thou sorrowest.
Then hearken ; I would yield advisedly
Some comfort: Stay these sighs ; give ear to me*

We know for certain that in this blind world
Each man's subsistence is of grief and pain,

Still trailed by fortune through all bitterness.
Blessed the soul which, when its flesh is furl'd
Within a shroud, rejoicing doth attain

To Heaven itself, made free of earthly stress.       20
Then wherefore sighs thy heart in abjectness,
Which for her triumph should exult aloud ?

For He the Lord our God
Hath called her, hearkening what her Angel said,

To have Heaven perfected.
Each saint for a new thing beholds her face,
And she the face of our Redemption sees,
Conversing with immortal substances.